AT LAST HE CAME I

lere art Thou, my Lord?"oft I

queried,

O'er and o'er I searched my heart,
But no reply came to me,
I became desolate, I felt lonely;
Oft I would weep and shut my eyes
To look again within,
"If Thou wilt reply Thy servant meek."

lad passed my thirteenth summer.
Once the day waned when I went
To the distant corn-field ail alone,

